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ql am Sebastian,3 he said. He pushed the glass away from
him. It left a long smear on the dirty table: a smear of
cleanness.
All right, he was Sebastian. But so what? Sebastian who?
Wilson watched a fly settle on the edge of the smear. Did
flies get drunk?
He watched Sebastian's hands playing with the glass. The
bitten nails were dirty as usual. The sunlight coming through
the leaves speckled them. It was very hot; it was very silent;
only the flies buzzed, and somewhere someone was picking at
a stringed instrument: not playing, just picking at it as if he
hated it, as if he was picking the scab off a sore.
Sebastian spoke again. 'My wife once said, "Why do you
drink so much, Sebastian?" and I said, "Because I like it.
That's why I drink, because I like it." Soon after that I left
her. But they're all the same.'
He leant forward. el have discovered something about
time. You can drink it away. That's how you can fool it, and
by working, and by women. I drink to get my dreams, women
to crystallize them, and work destroys them. Your work is
never the dream you had, it's a parody of it, an abortion, a
miscarriage. You never get the child you begot. Only con-
ception is glorious: the conception of anything; for then time
stands still. In conception the sun and the moon and the stars
hang static in a firmament of steel.
CI am going in now,' he said. He got hold of the table with
both hands and got up slowly. He looked even taller than
usual. His dog got up and stood staring at him. It was like
him in a way, big, rough-haired, dissipated-looking, with
yellow eyes. The dog stood staring. Sebastian stood swaying
behind the table with his bitten fingertips upon it.
Til see you again later,5 he said. cPve got an idea, I only
get ideas when I'm drunk and when I'm drunk I can't paint,
but that's nothing. I'm teaching myself. I can teach myself
anything. I'll see you again. I'll see you... I'll see you.' He